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buttoning his coat Old Nelson sat down opposite
him m a most unassuming manner, staring anxiously
with Ins round eyes and fanning himself with his hat.
I tried to make conversation to while the time away;
not an easy task with a morose, enamoured Dutchman
constantly looking from one door to another and an-
swering one's advances either with a jeer or a grunt.
However, the evening passed off all right Luckily
there Is a degree of bliss too intense for elation Jasper
was quiet and concentrated silently in watching Freya.
As we went on board our respective ships I offered to
give his brig a tow out next morning I did it on pur-
pose to get him away at the earliest possible moment
So in the first cold light of the dawn we passed by the
gunboat lying black and still without a sound in her at
the mouth of the glassy cove But with tropical swift-
ness the sun had climbed twice Its diameter above the
horizon before we had rounded the reef and got abreast
of the point On the biggest boulder there stood Freya,
all in white and, in her helmet, like a feminine and mar-
tial statue with a rosy face, as I could see very well with
my glasses. She fluttered an expressive handkerchief,
and Jasper, running up the main rigging of the white
and warlike brig, waved his hat in response Shortly
afterwards we parted, I to the northward, and Jasper
heading east with a light wind on the quarter, for
Banjermassin and two other ports, I believe it was, that
trip
This peaceful occasion was the last on which I saw
all these people assembled together, the charmingly
fresh and resolute Freya, the innocently round-eyed
old Nelson, Jasper, keen, long limbed, lean faced,
admirably self-contained in his manner, because In-
conceivably happy under the eyes of his Freya, all
three tall, fair, and blue-eyed in varied shades, and